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NOTE. 

The dialect of the negroes of Eastern Virginia differs totally from 
that of the Southern negroes, and in some material points from that 
of those located farther west. 

The elision is so constant that it is impossible to produce the exact 
sound, and in some cases it has been found necessary to subordinate 
the phonetic arrangement to intelligibility. 

The following rules may, however, aid the reader : 

The final consonant is rarely sounded. Adverbs, prepositions, 
and short words are frequently slighted, as is the possessive. The 
letter r is not usually rolled except when used as a substitute for th % 
but is pronounced ah. 

For instance, the following is a fair representation of the peculi- 
arities cited : 

The sentence, " It was curious, he said, he wanted to go into the 
other army," would sound : " Twos cu-yus, he say, he wan'(t) (to) 
go in(to) 'tun ah-my," 
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Marse Chan. II 

bright-cullored some 9 n 9 , wid de grarss growin all up 
9 g'inst her, an' her hat th'owed back on her neck, 
an 9 he readin' to her out books; an 9 sometimes 
dey'd bofe read out de same book, fust one an 9 den 
todder. I use 9 to see 'em ! Dat wuz when dey wuz 
growin 9 up like. 

"Den ole marster he run for Congress, an 9 ole 
Cun'l Chahmb'lin he wuz put up to run 9 g 9 inst ole 
marster by de Dimicrats ; but ole marster he beat 
9 im. Yo 9 know he wuz gwine do dat ! Co'se he 
wuz! Dat made ole Cun'l Chahmb'lin mighty 
mad, and dey stopt visitin 9 each urr reg 9 lar, like dey 
had been doin 9 all 9 long. Den Cun 9 l Chahmb 9 lin he 
sort o 9 got in debt, an 9 sell some o 9 he niggers, an 9 
dat's de way de fuss begun. Dat's whar de lawsuit 
cum from. Ole marster he didn 9 like nobody to sell 
niggers, an 9 knowin 9 dat Cun'l Chahmb'lin wuz sell- 
in 9 o 9 his, he writ an 9 offered to buy his M'ria an 9 all 
her chil'en, 9 cause she hed married our Zeek'yel. 
An 9 don 9 yo 9 think, Cun 9 l Chahmb'lin axed ole mars* 
ter mo 9 9 n th 9 ee niggers wuz wuth fur M'ria ! Befo 9 
old marster bought her, dough, de sheriff cum an 9 
levelled on M 9 ria an 9 a whole parecel o 9 urr nig- 
gers. Ole marster he went to de sale, an 9 bid for 
'em ; but Cun'l Chahmb'lin he got some one to bid 
9 g 9 inst ole marster. Dey wuz knocked out to ole 
marster dough, an 9 den dey hed a big lawsuit, an 9 
ole marster wuz agwine to co 9 t, off an 9 on, fur some 
years, till at lars 9 d». co't decided dat M'ria belonged 



Mar si Chan. I] 

" He sutVy wuz good to me. Nothin' nuvef 
made no diffunce 'bout dat. He nuver hit me a 
lick in his life — an' nuver let nobody else do it, 
nurr. 

" I 'members one day, when he wuz a leetle bit 
o' boy, ole marster hed done tole we all chil'en not 
to slide on de straw-stacks; an* one day me an' 
Marse Chan thought ole marster hed done gone 
'way from home. We watched him git on he hoss 
an 9 ride up de road out o' sight, an* we wuz out in 
de field a*slidin' an a-slidin', when up comes ole 
marster. We started to run ; but he hed done see 
us, an' he called us to come back ; an' sich a whup- 
pin' ez he did gi' us ! 

" Fust he took Marse Chan, an' den he teched 
me up. He nuver hu't me, but in co'se I wuz a- 
hollerin' ez hard ez I could stave it, 'cause I knowed 
dat wuz gwine mek him stop. Marse Chan he 
hed'n open he mouf long ez ole marster wuz tunin' 
'im; but soon ez he commence warmin' me an' I 
begin to holler, Marse Chan he bu'st out cryin', an' 
stept *Sght in befo' ole marster, an' ketchin' de whup f 
sed: 

" * Stop, seh ! Yo' sha'n't whup 'im ; he b'longs 
to me, an' ef you hit 'im another lick I'll set 'im 
free!' 

" I wiih yo* hed see ole marster. Marse Chan he 
warn' mo'n eight years ole, an' dyah dey wuz — old 
marster stan'in' wid he whup raised up, an' Marse 



Marse Chan. 17 

till de ole Cun'l light into he pa. Ez soon ez he 
name ole marster, I seen Marse Chan sort o' lif up 
he head D' yo* ever see a hoss rar he head up right 
sudden at night when he see somethin' comin' to'ds 
*im from de side an' he don* know what 'tis ? Ole 
Cu./l Chahmb'lin he went right on. He said ole 
marster hed taught Marse Chan ; dat ole marstet 
wuz a wuss ab'litionis' dan he son. I looked at 
Marse Chan, an* sez to myse'f : ' Fo' Gord ! old 
Cun'l Chahmb'lin better min', an' I hedn* got de 
wuds out, when ole Cun'l Chahmb'lin 'cuse' old mars- 
ter o* cheat in* *im out o' he niggers, an' stealin' piece 
o' he Ian* — dat's de Ian' I tole you 'bout Well, seh, 
nex' thing I knowed, I heahed Marse Chan — hit all 
happen right 'long togerr, like lightnin' and thunder 
when they hit right at you — I heah 'im say : 

" * Cun'l Chahmb'lin, what you say is false, an' yo' 
know it to be so. You have wilfully slandered one 
of de pures' an' nobles' men Gord ever made, an' 
nothin' but yo' gray hyars protects you.' 

" Well, ole Cun'l Chahmb'lin, he ra'ed an' he 
pitch'd. He said he wan' too ole, an' he'd show 
'im so. 

" * Ve'y well/ says Marse Chan. 

"De meetin broke up den. I wuz hol'in' de 
hosses out dyar in de road by de een' o' de poach, 
an' I see Marse Chan talkin' an' talkin' to Mr. Gor- 
don an 9 anudder gent'man, and den he come out an' 
got on de sorrel an' galloped off. Soon ez he got 



•UNC EDINBURGH DROWNDINV 

A PLANTATION ECHO. 

18 T TL 7 ELL, suh, dat's a fac — dat's what Marse 
^ * George al'ays said. Tis hard to spile 
Christmas anyways." 

The speaker was "Unc* Edinburg," the driver 
from Werrowcoke, where I was going to spend 
Christmas; the time was Christmas Eve, and the 
place the muddiest road in eastern Virginia — a 
measure which, I feel sure, will, to those who have 
any experience, establish its claim to distinction. 

A half-hour before he had met me at the station, 
the queerest-looking, raggedest old darky conceiva- 
ble, brandishing a cedar-staffed whip of enormous 
proportions in one hand, and clutching a calico let- 
ter-bag with a twisted string in the other ; and with 
the exception of a brief interval of temporary sus- 
picion on his part, due to the unfortunate fact that 
my luggage consisted of only a hand-satchel instead 
of a trunk, we had been steadily progressing in 
mutual esteem. 

" Dee's a boy standin' by my mules ; I got de 
ker'idge heah for vou, " Had been his first remark on 
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Meh Lady : A Siory of the War. 79 

nin' good now, an* dee'll be heah toreckly. Dee up 
in New York now, but me an* Hannah got a lettei 
from 'em yistidy. You cyarn' keep 'em dyah long 
after de fish 'gins to run ; no suh, dat you cyarn'. 
Dat Phil, I boun' studyin' 'bout his pole right now/ 
And a short laugh of delight followed the reflection 

How many are there ? " 

Fo' on 'em, suh, wid de little gal, an' she jes 
like Meh Lady wuz at her age, tryin' to keep up wid 
her brurrs, an' do ev'ything dee do. Lord ! suh, hit 
cyars me back so sometimes, I mos' furgit de ain' 
nuver been no war nor nuttin'. Yes, suh, dee tu'ns 
de house upside down when dee comes, jes' like 
Marse Phil an' Meh Lady. Um — m ! [making that 
peculiar sound so indescribably suggestive], dee used 
to jes' teoh de wull to pieces. You see, after Marse 
Jeems die' an' lef Mistis heah wid jes' dem two, she 
used to gi' 'em dee head, an' dee all over de planta- 
tion. Meh Lady (de little white mistis). in her little 
white apron wid her curls all down in her eyes, used 
to look white 'mong dem urr chil'ns as a clump 
o' blackberry blossoms 'mong de blackberries. I 
don' keer what Hannah do wid dat hyah it wouldn* 
lay smoove. An' her eyes ! I do b'lieve she laugh 
mo' wid 'em 'n wid her mouf. She wuz de 'light o' 
dis plantation ! When she'd come in you' house 
'twuz like you'd shove back de winder an' let piece 
o' de sun in on de flo' — you could almos' see by her! 
An' Marse Phil, he used to wyah her ! I don' keef 
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pa ; an' Billy — he am' so ole, but he am' fur behine 

him/' 
" Billy," I said ; " he's named after— 
" Go 'way, Marster," he said deprecatingly, a who 

gwine name gent'man after a ole nigger?" 



Ok 'Str acted. 151 

his supper. Ephraim's face expressed more than in- 
terest ; it was tenderness which softened the rugged 
lines as he sat looking into the fire. Perhaps he 
thought of the old man's loneliness, and of his own 
father torn away and sold so long ago, before he 
could even remember, and perhaps very dimly of the 
beauty of the sublime devotion of this poor old 
creature to his love and his trust, holding steadfast 
beyond memory, beyond reason, after the knowl- 
edge even of his own identity and of his very name 
was lost. 

The woman caught the contagion of his sym- 
pathy. 

" De chil'n say he mighty comical, an' he layin' 
down in de baid/' she said. 

Ephraim rose from his seat. 

" Whar you gwine ? " 
I mus' go to see 'bout him," he said, simply. 
Ain' you gwine finish eatin' ? " 
I gwine kyar dis to him." 

" Well, I kin cook you anurr when we come back," 
said his wife, with ready acquiescence. 

In a few minutes they were on the way, going 
single file down the path through the sassafras, along 
which little Eph and his followers had come an hour 
before, the man in the lead and his wife following, 
and, according to the custom of their race, carrying 
the bundles, one the surrendered supper and the other 
the neatly folded and well-patched shirt in which 
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Ok 'Str acted. 161 

gently eased him down and drew his arm from 
around him, it was the light of the unending morn* 
ing that was on his face. His Master had at last 
come for him, and after his long waiting, Ole 
'Stracted had indeed gone home. 



1 86 In OU Virginia. 

I staggered to the door and, tripping, fell pros* 
trate over the sill. 



When we could get there, nothing was left but the 
foundation. The haunted house, when struck, had 
literally burned to the water's edge. The changed 
current had washed its way close to the place, and in 
stunge verification of the negroes' traditions. No 
Haid Pawn had reclaimed its own, and the spot with 
all its secrets lay buried under its dark waters. 



230 In Ole Virginia. 

self against the sideboard, delivered a discourse on 
peace on earth and good-will to men so powerful 
and so eloquent that the Colonel, delighted, rose 
and drank his health, and said, " Damme if I evet 
sell him again 1 " 
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